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suppose it is a certain amount of eye fatigue, due to
glare.

Ramadi to Ziza. We started away in the grey dawn.
A faint light was brightening in the east, and touching
a few clouds in the eastern zenith. Embry taxied out
first, and the light was so dim that I could hardly see
him when I got intc\ position. I took off, and my exhaust
flames glowed red to the heavy boom of my exhaust,
which always sounds a bit irregular at first until the
engines settle down to their appointed work. I worked
round to the left over the edge of the lake, showing
with a luminous faded blue in the early dawn. I found
it, as I always do, a little difficult to orient myself,
and to pick up the serai in the soft greyness that en-
veloped the little town by the river. Every moment
the dawn was coming nearer, and the grey to eastward
turned to grey violet haze, which, when I had climbed
a little, I saw had a soft horizon.

I set out along the track, flying low with a good
deal of southerly drift, so that my nose was pointing
more or less across it. Embry followed on my right.
Then the brightness seemed to intensify in one place,
as if hidden fires were reflected dimly in the sky above.
Anon the flames seemed to burn brighter, and the patch
brightened yet morea pale rose and amber. And through
the purple mist, as I looked back between my wing
struts, I could see the dull red crescent of the half-
obscured sun in his arising. Then for a space he was
hidden, only to burst again over the haze horizon in a
flood of roseate glory, spreading a warm light over
the misty desert and reddening the struts and silver
planes, lit up incarnadine, where the light caught them.
Little did I think that the same sun Would rise up,
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